SCENE EXTRACTED FROM A NEW PLAY, 


ENTITLED 


PERFIDY PUNISHED or JUsTICE 


DoNE AT Homes. 
Now Performing with unbounded applause, in the North of Ireland. 


Scene Lord Viscount Slender's Lodging at Downpatrick. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Lord V iscount Slender. s 0 
Sir Isaac Pliant. 


\ 
Matt Surly Esq. of Scaſorele () 8 FE 


Hampden Crawford—a guordam Patriot. 

Sir Danicl Fizhtall—of Larchfeld Hall. 

Sir James Fruitfull—a Trading Colonel! 

Don Andrea Portoferrara—a Country Justice | 
Squire Nick Tinsel—an 45tronomer and celebrated Logician at Saintfield ! ! 
Solomon Limestone—a distinguished performer with the Long bow ! 

The Yahoo—Brother to Salmen pettyfoging Attorney from Cultra!—o— 
David Supple) a mean Fer vllt, awning, Bare, rordia | * 
an Attorncy ; now in the pay of Old M Gregor, father to Lord Slender ! 


Brigadier General MGregor —Foi * by his exploits at I ork, agains the 


Doctor Thomas Kenedy Bailifi— 
Electioncering Chaplain extraordinary to Viscount Slender, retained to 
preach the funeral Sermon of Old M*Gregor— Scotch Doctor of Divinity, con- 
fessor of Arthur Johnston Esq.—Resolver of the doubts, and Scruples, of d 
Hampden Crawford, © Vicar of Bray.” and formerly a Jobber in pigs and 
dealer in Charities in the Borough of Downpatrick ! ! ! 
'The Revd. Jonathan Snake—head Bailiff in constant waiting ! 


1: » Spies, pimps, and inſor- 

Tom Pottcr, with other ballge -u, e, Oe. a cle dert or 

Master of the Ceremonies, and bead Dancing master at Dublin 

Stuart Gooze {Caitle tent down specially with LOGAN the Thief-Catcher to 
attend on Viscount Slender at Downpatrick ! 
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Tl 1 Ly Hicunt Sinden, Saus tcadling. 
And as a Hare whom Hounds and Horus pursuc ; | 

Pants to the Goal.” Throws doryn 0) je 

Psha ! conſound this book, it exactly descriles my own situation, harrasged br 1... 
infernal Election, torn from London, where, though T ar not wanted, yet i: {mo 
tifying to let People sce, they can do without me, execrated by my own Country, 
and Neighbours, what a vexatious state is mine—-—"T he wartare of Par; : 4: Wy 
Debate, I have passcd thro' with case, supported by a scrvite Majority, and the Pins 
ot the Country used for its own destruction—I have sustatnel the odium 0:51 
me by the most unpopular of measures tho' it lias made me 

A fixed figure for the hand of Scar), 
To point his slow unmovy eng ge a), 
Yet could I bear that too, wiit, wi will, 
But rurzr where I had garnered up ray heart, 
Where cither I must Jive, or bear ne litt, 
The fountain from the which, my curreat runs, 
Or else dries up, To rr viECArRDtD ran sc.“ 
That is a blow I'm not preparcd to fer, 
It racks my soul. 

| Enter Sir [wn Phan. 

Sir Bac. My dear Lord, I sinecrely la ment your prctont situation, I 80 have Leen 
unfortunate, and feel for your mortifications. 

Aude— Ah! I icel more—Gracious heaver.! ] shall !oce my seat for Rense ayd fl. 
too, before I have secured the additiona) Eight Hundred a Year, on the Iriza 
Establishment. 

Lord Vicunt Slender. — Oh! Phan, Piant, the horror of my situation, sets detertu— 
tion at dehance—How can I return to Pit and Z:ndon stamped with the diemissa , 1; 
execration of my former CNSTITurHN TS, adding fresh odium to an altcads du 
Ministry, and $tigmatized as the Betrayer of mv Native Lap. NE 

Oh MY lle, M.iville“ 

Sir Laar. —Rzcollect his Honest boidness his fortitude and dg niet doameanny, under 
misfortun:—Rccollect the manly 14707 with which you stood forward, the Chr: N of 
his injured ſam? In lis fri- nds and confi tence vou will find ample consolation, for al! 
the insult and degradation you now suſſer And do not forget my dear Lord, hey. 
cfien we have braved and subducd the clamour of the 1» j «<1 Commoxs ! 

Lzrd Slender. Ig treu Coumons! talk not to me of lrien Commons, empty send! 
there I was scure of a Majority, and the untortunate circumstances of the Courtr\ 
atchieved a work of which / was only the Ostensible Indrument: But ures my rem- 
nant of Character, my all is at tue: ExcranD will scowl at a diigraced Secretary. 
returning crest-fallen to his office, hooted out of the County by his {former Consti- 
tuents, ard conquered by a Woman lar aso aiondy reoices at my fall—ry 
Countrymen smi't at my panęs, and I heve no conscious feeling of rect itude wn ITY . 
port me Oh Ale, Melville, where shall we hide ourcclyes?— 

Throws himself into a Chair, much &itated, and wecpe. 

Sir Laac. Oh, my Lord, this weakness unmans you--rouse yourcelf, if it is ven t 
prepare tor flight. 

Lord Slinder.—Aye there you have touched a tring— But where and How ? 

Enter Mut. Surly and Hampd.n Crawford. 

Mitt.—By God, Castiercagh, you're hn 9 —And as I would not with to be it: 47 
the death, I advise you to Steal wway—Meade's Mijority hourly encreases—the cry of 
the County is against us. 

Lord Slender —It is these damned Unire Db lerieu- tn whe party revives. 
Hanpden Crawford—No, my Lord, no—that 1 deny, and surc'y on this point ut 
least, I am guarfied to express an opinion—There is a Juxcrion of Property and 
real Independence against you, that is 12nrs15TtBLE—Take my advice, and ꝛctire— 
I hope I — so much influence remaining amongst my oLD H ν, as to protec? 
you from Personal injury — They cannot surely forget wy fORNMHR STATION. 

Enter Sir Dante Fightall. 
Si Danie/.—You had better lose no time, my Lord, in leaving Ireland 
For he who fights and runs away, 
May live to fight another Day; 
But he who is in Battle slain, 
Will never rise to fight again. | 
Eatcrs hastily, The Revd. Y nathan Snake 

Snake. —My Lord, My Lord, we must go—the People are preparing the Chair jo: 
(Hong MraADE. 

Lord Slender. —Confusion ! Order the Carriage! What feelings are mine! 

Enter Sir James Fruitful, Squire Nick Tinsel, Don Andrea Portaferrara, Solomon 
Limestone, David Supple, the Yahoo, &c. &c. 

Fruitful— All's over, all's over—They have Meade in the Chair 

Enter Doctor Bali weeping, and wringing his hands. 

Doctor Baihiff. —Oh Sirs dear, Sirs dear, what shall we do—Bless my heart—the 
outs of the People are dreadful—Oh dear me. 

Lord Slender. Give me your hands, Nick Tinsel, Pliant, Sir J:-mmy Fruitful, Matt, 
Farewell g 

And oh! 


„Farewell, a long farcwel] to all my great ness“ 
This is the state of Man who errs like me, 
A killing Frost nips up his roots, and then 
He falls as I do. 
I have ventur'd— 
Like little wanton boys who swim on bladders, 
These many summers, in a Sea of gory, 
But far beyond my depth, my Iigh b'own pride 
At length broke under me, and now has leit mc, 
Weary and worn with service, to the mercy 
Of this rude stream, that must for cv Hide mo. 
Oh my friends! | 
Had I but served my Country with half the zul 
I served my own ambition, she would not in my] ale 
Have left me naked to my enemies, Te. 
Enter The Brigadier Gencral MC regor. 
The General. —He's off He's off Damnation seize them —Farewel.—Exit. running. 
Matt. Surly.—This. is an ugly job Boys—By Jesus we had better be off too, and gag. 
home as well as we can. (Al ) Blood and ound! J must lose no time in sendis 
Arthur to India. Excunt omncs in deep devection: 
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Exit. in preat CU. ws.) 
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